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poor old women are not as good as you are. How do you know

he will eat when they come?"

"You don't realise. Mother, what good friends they are
with Father. Whenever he gives a party, no matter who else
is there, they are sure to be invited. If Father has three ch'iens'
worth of food to eat, so have they; if he has only two ch'iens'
worth, they have it just the same. However bad a temper he -
may be in, they have only to speak a few words, and he is
laughing and smiling again."

Ch'i T'ung brought Ying Po-chueh and Hsieh Hsi-ta.
They went in, knelt down before the body, and wept for a
long time. They bewailed their kind sister-in-law. Golden
Lotus saidr "The rascally oily-mouthed rogues! So we are
not kind!" Then they stood up. Hsi-men Ch'ing made a
reverence to them and they cried again.

"How unhappy you must be, Brother," they said. They
were asked to go to a room in the wing. There they greeted
Master Wen and sat down.

"When did my sister-in-law die?" Po-chueh asked.

"It was some time about the hour of the Ox," Hsi-mfen
told them.

"It was after the fourth night-watch when I got home,"
Po-chueh said. "My wife asked after her, and I said: 'By
Heaven's will, the poor lady is at the point of death.' As soon
as I went to sleep, I dreamed a dream. I dreamed you sent a
boy to fetch me. He said you were giving a feast in your house
to celebrate your promotion. I came at once. You were wearing
scarlet robes. You took two jade pins from your sleeve and
showed them to me. 'One is broken', you said. I looked at
them for a long time and then I said: * It is a pity the broken
one is made of jade while the other is only crystal. 'But you
said: 'No, they are both made of jade.' I woke up feeling that
the dream boded no good. My wife saw me sucking my lips
and asked me whom I thought I was talking to. I said: 'You
don't understand. Wait, and, when the dawn comes, I'll tell
you.' Then the day broke and I saw your boy coming dressed
in white. It was a shockj but here you are wearing mourning
dress."

"I too had a dream/' Hsi-mSn Ch'ing said, "it was rather
like yours. I dreamed that my kinsman Chai of the Eastern